
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



in 



Wind is lazy stevedore 

Which comes along 

Un dumps sacks of spices, 

Un shuffles away singing, 

"Yankee ship came down the river." 



MOON 

When moon comes up on dark sea 
It is wie woman's hair 
In mine face. 

CAUTIOUS 

Im foggy night 

Ship goes along 

Wie nice girl which is got by mistake 

Im sailors' boarding-house 

Un sneaks out after dark. 

Her dress makesit small slippery noise, 
Un boards squeak in rotten floor 
From hall-way. 

APPARITION 

Deck was dark wie inside of cow 
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Un she came like Holy Mary 
In a light dress. 

I wantit then to pray 

But could not, 

Whatfor I have been sailor too long. 

SAILOR 

Sometimes I would rather be sailor 

Wie king. 

Whatfor when all hands sets the courses, 

I am not one man 

But eight. 

BARNEY 

Barney is bad watch-mate, 
Whatfor I do many times his work 
Un hate him for it. 

But when I go out on jib-boom 

Im squally night 

To makeit fast the headsails, 

Un sea takes me in his mouth 

Up to mine waist 

Un spits me out again, 

Barney is like angel 

Sweating in cold blow. 
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